Wheels and Butterflies

1 The Cork Realists/ we called them, men that
had come to maturity amidst spite and bitterness.
Instead of turning their backs upon the actual
Ireland of their day, they attacked everything that
had made it possible, and in Ireland and among the
Irish in England made more friends than enemies
by their attacks. James Joyce, the son of a small
Parnellite organiser, had begun to write, but re-
mained unpublished.

An age is the reversal of an age ;
When strangers murdered Emmet, Fitzgerald, Tone,
We lived like men that watch a painted stage.
What matter for the scene, the scene once gone !
It had not touched our lives; but popular rage,
Hysterica pa$sio> dragged this quarry down.
None shared our guilt;  nor did we play a part
Upon a painted stage when we devoured his heart.

But even if there had been no such cause of bitter-
ness, of self-contempt, we could not, considering
that every man everywhere is more of his time than
of his nation, have long kept the attention of our
small public, no, not with the whole support, and
that we never had, of the Garrets and Cellars* Only
a change in European thought could have made that
possible. When Stendhal described a masterpiece
as a * mirror dawdling down a lane ' he expressed
the mechanical philosophy of the French eighteenth
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